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THE KNIFE 

BY JOSEPH ANDREW GALAHAD 



Pain — a nightmare of pain : 

In a white room, 

A little room . . . 

A nurse's hands, deft and kind, 

The blade of a razor, quick and keen, 

Smoothing the surface of an aching side ; 

A tired moan, a lowered blind, 

Stiff, white garments, a rolling cot — 

The doctor and his stethoscope. 

Your voice : 

He answers, " What ? 

Oh, your heart's all right, 

Sit tight!" 

Then a short passage through a narrow hall, 

Past white-capped nurses 

Who never sense your pain at all 

(Pain is so old to them !) and so you pass 

To the table, 

The table 

Of glass. 

Then in your ears a jumble 

And crowding of sounds, 

And another room — white. 

An odor, sickish sweet: 

Inwardly, unnoticed, you mumble, 

" It's like a thousand dying flowers . . ." 

A cheering " Now, old man 1 " 

An ether can, 

Then a quick strangling fight for breath, 

Then ease 

Grateful ease and closing eyes. 
A steady, relentless death 
Of all consciousness, 
And, in your ears, voices, 
Foolish old voices, for hours 
And hours . . . 
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Oblivion, 

A struggle for thought, and then 

Oblivion again. 

Queer words, " Strap up . . . he's wandering . . . he's 

going . . . 
He's under . . ." 
Amen. 

Long, slow journey back : 

Outside, the clack, 

The clatter 

Of the elevator door. 

Feet a-patter 

In the hall, someone's light, 

A blur before your sight, 

One face that is clear 

To your gaze, 

Then blurs, then clears, and stays ; 

The face of the Great Man. 

Things vague, like a dream — 

A voice you don't know, and a scream ; 

(What a scream!). 

Who screams like that ? 

The voice of the Great Man 

Speaking to you : 

" Boy, don't yell like that, 

I'll see you through." 

Then again that scream, 

And pain . . . pain . . . 

Doctors and nurses pleading in vain 

For quiet, and near 

Stands the Great Man, holding your hand. 

A nurse holds the other. 

That scream! 

" I can't stand it ! 

Hell's fire ... do something . . . you . . 

I can't — stand — the pain. . . ." 

A breeze, wanton, sweet, 

Blowing through the window ; 

A dull sense of relief, 

A nurse at your side, 

The Great Man and three doctors grouped near, 

Seem to sense your struggle, and clear 

Away down the hall 

Some other poor devil screams out. 

Drowsily you murmur, 

" God! Did I yell like that, too? " 
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He speaks, then, the Great Man — 

"Well, lad, feeling better?" 

A look in his eyes . . . 

" Doc, can I write a letter ? " 

A laugh of relief. " Write? Lord, no, boy 1 No ! 

" Doc, please loosen these bands ? " 

" Can't do it, son ; sleep — 

That's what you need now." 

As he goes out, it strikes you 

He's weary, 

Somehow. 

" Nurse, give me a drink ? " 

You watch her dissolve a tablet, in water, 

By the light through the door ; 

Then the jab of a needle — 

Both arms are sore. 

And sleep, at last, sleep . . . 

That's what needles 

Are for 1 

Sleep. 

Sleep, day and night. 

Sleep and rest. 

So go the days, 

Slowly, more blest 

With the lessening of pain . . . 

On a day comes the Great Man, 

Lean as a fife, 

And his touch is so light, 

As he binds up the dressing. 

He passes from sight 

Out of the door. 

Comes the thought 

You may see him 

A few brief days more, 

And then from your life, 

As he passed, he may pass, 

Gone like a shadow that melts 

In the grass . . . 

Little man, 

Great Man, 

Who wielded 

The knife. . . . 



